
The Tragedk of Richard D.of 

Howcouldft thou draine thc-hfe bibud ofthe child*. 

To bid the father wipe bis eyes withall, 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face? 

Women arc milde,pittitull, and flexible. 

Thou indurate, fterne.rough.remorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage. ? why no w thou had thy will; 

Would’fl haue me weepe. ? why fo thou hafl thy wifli. 

For rageing windes blovves vp a ftormc of teares. 

And when the rage alayes,che raine begins, 

T hefe teares are my fweete Rutlands obfequies, 

And euery drop,begges vengeance as it falles. 

On thee fell Clifford, and die falfe French woman, 

Tforth. Befhre w me,but his pasfions mooue me fo. 

As hardly can I checke mine eyes from teares. 

Yorl\e. That face ofhis, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftaind with blood: 
But you are more inhumaine,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 

See ruthlcfle Qucene a haplefle fathers teares, 

This cloth thou dipts in bloud of my fweete Boy, 

And loe, with teares I wafli the bloud away. 

Kcepc thou the Napkin,and goe boaft of that: 

And if thou tell the heauieftoriewell, 

Vpon my foule, the hearers will (head teares, 

I,eucn my foes will fhed faft falling teares, 
Andfay;Alas,itwasapirtcousdeed. 

Here,take the Crowne; and with the Crowncmy curffej 
And in diy nced,fuch comfort come to thee, 

As now I reape at thy two cruell hands. 

Hard-harted Clifford, take me from die worlde, 

My foule to heauen,my bloud vpon your heads. 

North . Had he bio flaughterman to ail my kin, 

1 could not chufe but weepewith him to fee, 

How inlie anger gripes his harr. 

JfW.What weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly drie your melting teares. 

Clif. Thejrs for mine oath 3 thears for my fathers death.. 
Queen. 
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YirW nd & ettrie 

Ouee. And thears to right our gentle harted kind. 

Tor. Open thy gates of mercie gratious God, 

Sofrrke may ouerlooke the townc of Yorke. Exeunt omm* 

Enter Edward and Richardyeith drum 
and Souldiers. 

Edw, After this dangerous fighr and haplefle warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare? 

Rich, I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d, 

Where our right valient father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lion midft a heardc of neate. 

So fled His Enemies our valient father. 

Me thinkes tis pride enough to be his Sonne. 

T hre Sunnes appear e in the aire. 

Edw. Loe how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her'farcvvell ofthe glorious Sunne, 

Dafell mine eies. ? or do I fee three Sunnes? 

Rich. Three glorious Suns, not feperated by a racking 
But feuered in a pale cleere fhining skie. " , (eloude. 
See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,andfecmc to kifle. 

As ifrhey vowde fome league inuiolatc: 

Now are they but one lampe,one hght.one Sunne, 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euenr. 

Edw. I thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That wc the Sonnes ofbrauc Rltntagenet, 

Alreadie each one Aiming by his meed 
May ioyne in one and ouerpecre the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my Targetjthreefaire finning Sunnes. 

But what art thou thatlookeft fo heauilie/ 
sJidef.Oh one that was a tvofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Etbti. Oh fpcake no more, for I can hcarc no more, 

Rich. Tell on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 
s^/e/fWhenas the noble Duke was put to flight, 
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